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CHAPTER L

There was more than one reason why
Fanny McLane should not have accepted
the Graftons’ invitation to wvisit them
at Fort Sedgwick. Perhaps that was
why she never mentioned the matter to
her sister, Mrs. Purry, until that lady
surprised her in tac midst of the pack-
ing.

“Where are you going, Fan?" was the
query, half aggrieved, half aggressive—
the tone in which an elder often ad-
dresses a younger sister who has evi-
dently presumed to contemplate some
journey without previous consultation
and consent,

“1?7 Why. I thought you knew. Going
to spend a week or two with the Graf-
tons."”

“The Graftons! Fanny MclLane'! You
don't mean you're going to Fort Sedg-
wick ?"

“That's their station,” answered Mrs.
McLane, with slight access of color.

Mrs. Parry had not yet seated herself.
She was still standing at the open door-
way, glancing quickly from trunk to
trunk in the sunshiny but littered room,
Now she took a step forward, hesitated
one moment as she looked at the maid
servant bending busily over a great
Saratoga, and In dumb show intimated
to her sister that she wished that open-
eyed, open-eared domestic elsewhere,

But Mrs. McLane was blind to any sig-
nals., Indeed, she seemed at the moment
to find it necessary to supervise some of
Annette’'s work, noting which symptom
Mrs. Parry’'s scruples vanished.

“Fanny, you know perfectiy well that's
the last place on earth you should go to
now, and Mr. McLane not a year in his
Erave.”

A redder spot burns In each falr cheek
as the young widow turns quickly and
faces her accuser,

“And why not, pray? The Graftons
are the oldest, dearest friends I have, at
least she Is.”

“And Randy Merriam—isn't there, 1
suppose—or his plain wife?”

“Mr. Merriam's whereabcuts are mat-
ters of entire indifference to me, as yon
ought to have the decency to know,
Charlotte.”

“Ought to be matters of indifference,
I concede, but I have grave doubts as
to whether they are, as you say.""”

“Then keep your doubts and sus-
picions to yourself, Charlotte,” sald Mrs.
McLane, with brimming eyes and burn.
ing cheeks. ““This is no place to speak
of such matters,” and the brimming
eyes—which their owner tries hard to
induce *o blaze instead of brim—turn
significantly toward Annette, bDusily

~ packing and assiduously feigning uncon-

sclousness, and then almost deflantly
turn back to her gister.

“I know perfectly well what you mean,

" Frances,” responds the elder, and when

Charlotte and Frances were adopted in-
stead of "“Lot” and “Fan" it meant that
the sororal relations were more than
strained,.

“l ,gave you every signal ingenuity
could suggest, but you wouldn't see.
you
thought that"—and here Mrs. Parry in-
dicates the kneeling Annette with a nod
of her very stylishly coiffed head—'"‘that
would keep me from speaking. But this
Is a care where duty cannot be neglected.

Fanny, are you in your right senses?”
“In every one of the seven, Charlotte,

and I don't mean to listen to abuse. You
know perfectly well Dr, Mellon said I
needed change,”

“Well, then, go to New Orleans, go to
Bermuda, go to St. Augustine—go to St,
Petersburg, Fan—anywhere on earth
rather than Fort Sedgwick—anywhere
under heaven except where Randolph
Merriam bhappens to be—unless you

would have me belleve you lost to—"
But here, with solemn mien, enters the

male biped who officlates as butler, hall
boy and major domo at the Clarendon
Flats—a card upon the salver in his
pudgy hand, and Mrs. Parry nearly
chokes in the necessity for sudden stop.

“Ask Mr. Swinburne up,” says Mrs.
McLane, promptly, barely glancing at
the black bordered card and evidently

glad of the interruption. “Now, Char-
lotte, not another word unless you wish
me to show how indignant 1 am to every
visitor who comes In,” and Mrs. Mc-
Lane is busy bathing her flushed cheeks
already. “"How does my hair look?” she
adds, turning inquiringly toward the de-
feated elder, sure that whatsoever source
of quarrel there may be, that, at least,
is subject for truce.

“Your hair Is all right,” responded her
sister, with marked emphasis and as
marked a sense of baffled purpose. “I
wish the rest of your head were as well
balanced. You don't expect me to sce
Mr. Swinburne, 1 suppose?”’

“Mr. Swinburne certainly doesn’'t ex-
pect to see you. He is coming mainly
on business.'™

“You might far better listen to his
business, as you call it, even this soon,
than go near Randy Merriam.”

“Charlotte, I will not listen to you. If
you cannot stay here without insulting
me with every other word, you would
much better go home and stay home
until you can speak—sensibly.” And
with this Mrs. McLane darts past her
sister into the passageway and so on to
the parior front of her suite of apart-
menuts just as the little electric indicator
tells that the elevator has stopped and
that some one is at the entrance door.
It Is Swinburne, a well-preserved, mut-
ton-chop whiskered, carefully groomed
fellow of forty-five, and Swinburne bows
delightedly over the slender white hand
of the pretty and youthful widow and
i:lolsappears with her within the cosy par-

r

“How long has Mrs. Mclane been
packing?" asks Mrs. Parry presently of
the maid.

“How long, mum? Oh, two or three
days only, though we got down the
trunks, mum, on Wednesday last.,” is
Annette's reply.

“Four trunks and four days packing
to spend a week or so «t a frontier post,”
says Mrs. Parry to herself, with increas-
ing wrath. Then turning, she sweeps
through the hallway with che mien of an
offended queen, passes the parlor door
with barely a glance at the bright,
cheery interior, lets herself out with a
snap and a slam and stands angrily tap-
ping her daintily booted foot on the rug
in front of the cage untll the elevator
nolselessly answers her signal and then
lowers her to the mosale pavement of
the ground floor. “To Mr. Parry's office,”
she says to her coachman as she enters
the walting carriage and iIs whirled
rapidly away down the avenue, past the
dancing waters of the lake. ’

“Ned,” she cries, tweniy minutes later,
as she precipitates herself into Mr. Par-
ry’s ground-giass citadel at the rear of
the big office, “what am I to do? Fan is
actually packed and ready to start for
Fort Sedgwick—where Mr. Merriam s
stationed!”

Ned turns slowly toward her, trying
not to show in his deep brown eyes how
pleased he Is at the sight of his hand-
some helpmeet. “The first thing you

‘c‘:";ff iy h o>

have to do, Mrs. Parry, when you come
to this office for advice is to pay the cus-
tomary retaining fee,” he responds as
he takes her carefully gloved hand in
his long fingers and bends forward for a
kiss. She recolls, pleased, yet provoked.
He should have been startled at her
revelation, even though he did wish for

| & kiss.

“Is that the customary retaining fee,
sir?”’ she asks, demurely, forgetful for
the moment of the portentous news she
brings. “I heard you had quite a num-
ber of feminine clients.”

“So many that my partners find it as
difficult to straighten out their accounts
as I do their stories. Pardon me, Mrs.
Parry, did you say I was retained? If
80,” and the junior member of the dis-
tinguished firm of Graeme, Rayburn &
Parry again bends downward toward the
glowing face,

“You're absurd, Ned, iIf that's what
you mean,” replies Mrs. Parry, secretly
delighted at the loverlike ways of her
lord. *1've a mind not to pay—anything.
You shouldn't charge members of the
family.”

“I don’'t,” he answers, reflectively, “in
all cases. There's Aunt Mildred, for in-
stance, and Aunt Charlotte and grand-
ma, but you and Fan now-—-"

“Fan! Why should she k-—comsult
yvou?"

“Why, do you know, Lot, I've never
once asked her. 8he might select some
g;her fellow in the firm and k—consult

m-l'

“Ned, you're simply horrid nmow. 1
never did like you when you tried to be
funny. You know I never interrupt you
here unless I'm troubled about some-
thing, and you're just laughing at me
instead of sympathizing,” and Mrs. Ned
pretends to pull away her hands, but
conspicuously fails.

“One of the first principles of my largé
and successful practice, Mrs. Parry, is to
secure prepayment of the retaining fee
in all cases where 1 have reason to be-
lieve the client will subsequently act
contrary to my advice. When you have—
Ah, that will! have to do, I presume,
though it came with a bad grace. And
now you say Fan is going to Sedgwick?”

“Yes, and Randy Merriam’'s hardly
been married a month longer than Mr,
Mclane's been dead.”

“Astourdding coincidence!
is married, isn't he?"”

“Randy, Ned, not Brandy-—how your
mind runs to such things."

“Well, toward 5 p. m. the firm does feel
like running to such things, my best be-
loved, and is only deterred from doing
80 by the fact that a touch of the but-
ton makes it do the running. What
shall I order for you?’' And Mr. Parry
transfers her left hand to its mate re-
posing in his left and stretches forth the
right toward his desk.

“I want nothing,” she answered, “but
advice, and no more nonsense. Ned,”
appealingly, “what ought I to do? What
can I do?”

“Are you sure you can do just what 1
tell you, Lot ?" He asks, a fond light play-
lng“in his eyes, despite the half teasing
smile.

“Of course I can. Don't I—always?"’

“Well—ahem—I have known instances.
But you will do just what I say?”

“Yes, Ned, 1 will.”

“Then, your ladyship, let her go and
don’t worry. I don't, I haven't, a bit.”

“Why, then you have known she was
going—she has told you?”

“She hasn't. I learned it from Swin-
burne.”

“When?"”

“Three days ago.”

“And you never told me, Ned,"” re-
proachfully.

“Fact,” says Ned, sagely and senten-
tiously. “You would have protested,
She would have been the more obsti-
nately determined. There would have
been a row, and all to no purpose. Fan
has had her own way since she cut her
first baby tooth, and there's nothing on
earth so imdependent as a well-to-do
young widow. Swinburne's found that
out."

“Ned, I can't bear Swinburne, but I'd
rather she'd marry him—as soon as it's
decent to marry anybody—than go out
there and fling herself in Randy Mer-
riam’'s way again. Everybody knows the
story.”

“Yes. It was rather a public exhibi-
tion of mitten giving, I'll admit,” says
Parry, reflectively, “and not two years
ago_either,” he added. Then suddenly,
“Lot, what sort of fellow is Captain
Grafton?"

“A very dignified, majesjic personage
—a good deal older than she is, you
Enow, but she's devoted to him and he
to her. There's a woman who doesn’t do
as she pleases, let me tell you, Captain
Grafton will have no nonsense going on
under his nose, and I'il tell Pan that if
she thinks to resume her old flirtation
with Merriam she’ll have to blind Graf-
ton first.”

“My love, you Tforget the compact,
You're not to tell Fan anything except
good-bye. Yes—you may send our re-
gards to Merrtam by her. He's a par-
ticularly nice feliow, if she did throw
him over for old McLane and his for-
tune, And, Mrs. Parry, I shouldn’'t be
surprised if our particularly pert and
pretty sister were taught a very valuable
lesson. Therefore, do I say let her go
Gal—I mean let her go. And, talking of
going, suppose you drive me home with
you, We'll stop and see Fan a minute—
and Swinburne.”

And stop they do, finding the broker
magnate still there, though in evident
straits. Is it possible for a man in Jove
to look pleased at the coming of visit-
ors in the midst of even a prolonged tete-
a-tete? Swinburne doesn't. He looks in-
finitely distressed, and Parry doesn’t fail
to remark it.

“Hullo, Swinburne. Who'd ’a thought
of seeing you here at this hour? I sup-
posed you never missed a day like this
for a drive, yet your team isn’t at the
door.”

“No—er—I had business to discuss
with -Mrs., McLane before her start for
the West—a journey which I had much
hoped to hear Mrs. Parry had dissuaded
herofhromb! taking.”

“Oh, bless you, no,” responds Parry,
cheerfully. “The doctor advises m;rg@
of scene §nd air, doesn’t he, Fan? And
Sedgwick’s the very place for both,
There's no scenery within ten miles of
it, and there’'s more air than they know
what to do with ten hours out of twelve.
It blows a blizzard there six times a
week, doesn't it, Fan?"

“Then I presume the residents of the
post must be unusually charming to off-
set such monotony of landscape and such
objectionable climate,” says Swinburne,
stiffly, and looking ruefully at the fair
young widow. “I have not the honor of
anybod;v'a acquaintance there,” he adds.

“So?” says Parry. “Why, there's
Captain gtd Mrs. Grafton, old friends
of Fan's, you know—that is Mrs. Graf-
ton Is, and there's Lieutenant Merriam—
splendid fellow, that. We knew him so
well when he was on duty at the Point.
And there's Minturn, of the artillery,
there with his batlery. He used to visit
us often when Merriam was philander-
ing about Fan here—Oh, yes, there's a
raft of pleasant people there.*

Mrs, McLane's pretty face at this
Juncture is a study. She is flushed, al-
most tearful; ready to pull Ned Parry's
hair in her wrath, yet hardly able to
restrain her merriment at sight of Swin-
burne, who sits in open-mouthed dis-
may. For downright mischief a brother-
in-law has opportunities accorded no
other mortal, and Parry is at once her
torment and her delight. Mrs. McLane
has been known to say that Charlotte
took a very mean advantage of her in
having met him first and “landed” him
before he ever saw the sunshine of her
own lovely blue eyes,

Very little alike were these two sis-
ters, despite the fact that they had lived
most of their life together. Educated
abroad by a benevolent aunt after the
death of their devoted mother, the girls
had returned to America the great year
of the Columbian fetes, and Charlotte,
the elder by two years, had met Ned
Parry, a rising and successful lawyer,
before they had been home a month,
was engaged to him before the autumn

Buat Brandy

leaves were falling—before Fan even
dreamed that anything of the kind was
in contemplation, for she, at the mo-
ment, was having what she termed a
simply deliriously delightful time at the
Point. Harriet Palmer, her especial
friend at school both at home and
abroad, had married Captain Grafion
early that soring, Fan making almost
her first appearance in society as one
of the bridesmaids on that occasion, and
being much impressed with the devo-
tions of the groomsman assigned to her,
a handsome, soldierly . fellow by the
name of Merriam. He was an officer
several years the junior of Captain Graf-
ton, but, being of the Captain's regiment
and conveniently stationed at West
Point, he had been called into requis:-
tion with others of his cloth, anc =« very
pretty wedding they had had, and then,
as luck would have it, Grafton himself
was offeraed a detail at the academy, and
rather than take his bride to the far
frontier so soon after their marriage,
he accepted it, and there they spent the
summer, and there, in July, Miss Frances
Hayward joined them at Mrs. Grafton's
urgent request, and there did Mr. Ran-
dolph Merriam fall deeply and devoted-
ly in love with her, and no one won-
dered. By far and away she was the
prettiest girl at the Point that summer,
and Merriam was conceded to be a
mighty lucky fellow when, very soon
after the announcement of Charlotte
Hayward's forthcoming marriage to Ed-
ward Parry, he allowed himself to be
congratulated upon his engagement to
her younger sister.

And he had every right to consider
himself engaged. She had accepted his
attentions, his devotions, eventually his
ring and also his presents. He had
called upon Aunt and Uncle Mellen in
New York, the guardians of the girls,
and startled them out of all equanim-
ity by the announcement that Miss Hay-
ward had acecepted the offer of his heart
and hand conditioned only on their con-
sent, which he besought them to give.

“I own I never thought of her marry-
ing In the army,” said Aunt Charlotte,
as do other aunts and mothers after
their girls have been campaigning at the
Point, _

“What income, if any, have you out-
side your pay?’ was Uncle Mellen's
more to the point interrogation.

“Nothing, sir.”

“Well, neither has she. That is, what
she has is so small it wouldn’t keep that
extravagant child in gloves. You two
had better be sensible and think it over.”

Randy Merriam did think it over, but
all to no purpose. The more he thought,
the more he declared himself hopeless-
ly and irrevocably in love, and as Miss
Fan took kindly to his protestations and
Parry and Charlotte took kindly to him
and sympathized with the soldierly fel-
low, who was evidently much of a gen-
tleman and so much in love, it resulted
in his being made welcome at Parry's
club, received quite as Parry was at the
Mellens—since not oftener than once a
week could he get away from his duties
at the Point, and when Ned and Char-
lotte were married, as they were in stacte
and style early in the winter, Merriam
had many a good reason for believing
that, despite his poverty, the next wed-
ding reception held at the Mellens’ beau-
tiful home would be one in which he
would be vitally interested.

Well, he was; but not in the way or
manner expected. In fact, he did not
attend the ceremony or the reception;
indeed, he was not bidden. A very dis-
agreeable thing happened to him within
a month after the Parry-Hayward wed-
ding, one that overwhelmed him with
mortification and distress, and caused no
little indignation among his comrades.

Everybody knew Randy Merriam was
in debt. He made no secret of it. He
was extravagant in his tastes, had in-
curred obligations before going on duty
at the Point, and found it impossible to
“catch up” there. There were three or
four accounts he had been asked to set-
tle, as they had been running some time,
but he put them off from month to
month, hoping that he might soon be
able to obtain possession of a small sum
of money left him by the will of a rela-
tive two years before. It was only a
few thousand dollars, yet even that had
been contested, together with a number
of similar bequests, and the legal com-
plications had been as exasperating as
the law's delay could make them. One
day soon after Charlotte’s wedding Mer-
riam was summoned to the presence of
the superintendent and was regretfully
told that four of his creditors had united
to an appeal to the War Department,
and the matter had been referred to him
as post commander. Merriam was con-
founded. He had seen and talked with
one of them only a few weeks before,
and no such action had even been hinted
at. Nor did he know that ahy one of
their number was aware of his indebted-
ness to the others. Frankly he had told
Miss Fan of these matters before he
told her of his love, but it made, ap-
parently, no impression on her. “Let
them walit.,” she said. “You'll soon be
able ‘to pav them ten times over.™
Frankly he had talked of it to one or
two of his intimates, and later to Parry,
who had grown to like him, and who, as
a lawyer, thought his little inheritance
could not be much longer withheld. It
would free him; it would very prettily
furnish their quarters and still leave a
few hundreds to the fore. He remem-
bered, too, that Uncle Mellen had made
some inquiries of him, and that in per-
fect frankness he had replied. And now,
just at the moment when he was full
of hope and happiness, came this cruel
mortification. Such action on the part
of his creditors was unaccountable, but,
as the superintendent said, it was a
solemn fact. Deeply chagrined, he told
the colonel the whole story, and the
colonel was full of sympathy, but as full
of sense.

“I'm sorry, Merriam,” said he, “but
there's only one thing for you to do.
There's no telling when you'll ever get
that inheritance. When lawyers once
get hold of an estate it's dollars to dimes
nobody else ever does, and by the time
judgment is awarded in your favor it
will be eaten up in fees and innumenrable
charges. You cannot count on a cent of
it. You cannot save anything to speak
of here. Just capitalize those debts of
vears;, borrow the money from some
business man on reasonable time and in-
terest, get your life insured in his favor
and go out and joln your troop. We can
have you relieved as at your own re-
cuest, and once out on the frontier you
can save so much a month, and little by
little pull yourself ont.

And leaving his pretty sweetheart, his
chosen friends and pleasant surround-
ings, this was exactly what Randy Mer-
riam did. Ned Parry, with a puzzled
look on his face, had listened to his
mournful recita!, had promptly offered
his services and his bank account, and
made but one stipulation. *“Don’t you go
near those fellows, Merriam. Let me
have the bills and I'll send you the re-
ceipts,” for Parry had a theory of his
own.

Sedgwick was as dreary a post, so far
as surroundings were concerned, as
could be found in the West, It stood on
a pebbly mesa, flat and barren, over-
looking the narrow, tortuous, shallow
canyvon through which ripples the waters
of the San Mateo. Across the western
horizon hung a low, jagged curtain of
distant, blue mountains. Far away to
the northwest a snow peak shimmered
in the dazzling sunshine, but north, east
and south the low rolling contour of the
prairie, like the ground swell of the
ocean, was lost in illimitable monotony,
The only trees were some willows down
in an arroyo that emptied its rivulet
after a rainstorm into the stream. The
only green things were the blinds and
vines upon the plazas of the officers’
quarters. Yet Sedgwick was a big post,
an important post, for a great Indian
reservation lay only twenty miles away
toward the mountains. Two lines of
rallways met at the junction three miles
down stream, and, by riding a few miles
westward, once came suddenly upon a
fertile valley, where grass and trees
abounded, and where all nature seemed
to smile, and where by rights the old
post should have been located, but all
that was Indian reservation when Sedg-
wiok was built, and not until long after
did the territorial officials succeed in”
getting It lopped off from Lo's allotment
and thrown open to settlement. Along
the bowery shades of the Santa Ctara
were now ranches by the dozen, and a
hundred or more of enterprising settlers,
and between them and the thronging
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garrison at Sedgwick was peace and
good will and every kindly relation when
Randy Merriam came out in the Decem-
ber of the Columbian year, determined
to take his punishment like a man. He
had sworn off cigars and extravagances
of any and every kind. For a time he
even declined to subscribe to the hops,
which were charming affairs, for the
band was excellent and the regiment
blessed with many lovely and lovable
women. *“Merriam spends all his money
in stamps,” was the comment of the
garrison wits, for he wrote day after day
to his distant darling in the East. That
winter Ned Parry accepted the junior
partnership in the great firm of Graeme
& Rayburn in Chicago, and moved
thither with his lovely wife, while Fan
remained with Aunt and Uncle Mellen

in Gotham, pining, presumably, for her
far-away soldier boy, and yet writing
much less frequently than he did, for
the demands of society were incessant
and auntie kept her “on the go."

One day in April there came a letter
from the East at sight of which Randy
Merriam’'s face was radiant with joy.
It briefly told him that the long litiga-
tion was over, and that some thirty-
five hundred dollars, all that was left qf
the original six -thousand, were at his
disposal. Jubilantly, confidently wnen,
he wrote to Fanny to name the day, and
in course of time there came a reply,
long, self-accusing, penitent, miserable,
but all sufficient. The day was named
and so was the man—Mr. John Harold
McLane, of New York, a wealthy wid-
ower of fifty-five.

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

The bay of Fundy has the highest tide
in the world. It rises a foot every five
minutes, and sometimes attains a height of
gseventy feet.

Despite its feminine name, Aliceton, Wis.,
is the only town in the country without one
woman inhabitant. Its population is about
one hundred.

Trouble with the Turk may delay work
on the proposed rallroad bridge across the
Bosphorus at Constantinople, It will be

8,645 feet long.

The city of Sydney, Australia, has im-
posed a fine of § upon any person con-
victed of spitting upon the floor of public

puildings or upon the street.

On the eastern coast of Ireland it rains
on an average 208 days In the year, in Eng-
land about 150 days, at Kazan about ninety
days and in Siberia only sixty.

The Japanese begin building their houses
at the top. The roof is first built and ele-
vated on a skeleton frame. Then it affords
shelter to the workmen from storms.

In the event of yar Russia is said to be
able to put in the field about 7,813,000 men
and over 500,000 horses. The peace establish-
ment is $40,503 officers and men and 330,000
horses.

Most of the inhabitants of Haugesund,
Norway, have never tasted intoxicants. It
has & population of 6200, and for twenty-
nine years not a drop of spirituous liquor
has been sold there.

Only seventy years have elapsed since the
first rallway in the world was finished.
During that comparatively brief period 400,-
000 miles have been constructed, the British
empire accounting for about a sixth.

All persons born in her Majesty's domin-
fons, whether of British or foreign parents,
are by the British law deemed to be British
subjects; also children and grandchildren
of natural-born British subjects wherever
born.

Vessels are found on Egyptian monu-
ments ranging from the time of the fourth
dynasty, or more than three thousand years
before Ohrist. So there can be little doubt
that the Egyptiansg had a navy at least
as early as 200 B, C.

We first read of duties in connection with
the Athenlans, who lmposed a tax of the
fiftieth part, or 2 per cent.,, upon imports
and exports. This tax produeed in the
vear 400 B. C., when trade was depreassed,
a revenue of 36 talents,

Fall River claims the smallest voter In
the United States in the person of James
Gardner, who is only thirtyv-two inches tall.
He was born in England in 1870 and came
to America in 1880, since when he has
worked in a mill at Fall River.

The largest sum paid for a single novel
is =aid to have been 200,00 to Alphonse
Daudet for “‘Sappho,” published din 1884,
Eigiaty thousand dollars was received by
Victor Hugo for “lLes Miserables,” which
was published in ten languages.

A very pleasant remedy for the itching
of chilblains when the gkin is not broken is
eau de cologne well rubbed in, The effect
of this is sometimes almost miraculous.
Any other spirit wlll do almost as well,
though it will not smell so sweet,

The Argentine Republic consists of a fed-
eration of fourteen states and nine terri-
tories. The population is not far short of
5,000,000, For elght months of 1885 the aver-
age monthly shﬂ)ment of live cattle was
7,000 steers and 41,000 head of sheep.

A Lewiston, Me.,, man borrowed a neigh-
bor’'s battery for treatment of his rheuma-
tism. After he had been cured by applica-
tion of the battery he discovered that he
ihad never turned on the current once. He
had alrnd:»ly taken hold of the handles and
faith did the rest.

The belef that the shallower parts of
the bottom of the eastern Atlantic are
parts of a submerged continent .once joined
to the mainland seems to be growing.
Scientific evidence in support of Plato's
story of a lost Atlantis has recently multi-
plied a hundredfold.

France is one of the best paved countries
in the world. The first Napoleon instituted
and carried out a road system which gave
France the roads which are lasting mon-
uments to the Napoleonic foresight and
shrewdness. These 8, always passable
and reaching all the centers of population,
are competitors of the raliways.

The other when a London company
went down to Manchester to play, returning
in the evening In time for the usual per-
formance in London, the managers insured
the company for $10000 anu tae chance of
not opening the theater that night for
$2.500, This quaint bit of business was done
at Lloyds' for a premium of $35.

A laborius genealogist unces that

ueen Victoria had nine children, of whom
she has lost two; forty-one dl'l'andc'hﬂdren.
of whom eight have died, and twenty-three
great grandchildren, all of whom are living.
She has, therefore, sixty-three descendants
living—seven chil " -thl;?’vt.hree grand-
chllt%oren and twenty-three of the next gen-
eration.

In Saxony no one is permifted to shoe
horses unless he has paseed a public exam-
ination and is properly qualified. A great
school at has students from all
parts of the world studying “farriery.”
This includes not only shoeing horses, but
their care and treatment—a provision that
saves a great of money for farmers
and others owning

The industrial exposition of Berlin, which
will be o neld i:lnlﬁ is rapidiy nnéumins
8 . Nearly bulldings are under

and the workmen are -
the Interior and exterior deccrations. The
main building of the exposition is enorm-
ous. It has a front of 610 feet, while its
depth is 640 feet,

gigantic butlding is 591,800 square feet.

space of this .

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS,

New Every Morning.

Every day Is a fresh beginning;
Every morn is the world made new;
You who are weary of sorrow and sinning,
Here is a beautiful hope for you:
A hope for me and a hope for you.

All the past things are past and over:
Theht&sks are done, and the tears are
s 3
Yesterday's errors let yesterday cover;
Yeséf:ga)"a wounds, which smarted
Are healed with the healing which night
has shed.

Yesterday now is a part of forever,
Bmﬁ:dhtup in & sheaf, which God holds
g .
With glad days, and sad days, and bad
days which never
Shall visit us more with their bloom and
their blight,
Their fullness of sunshine or sorrowful
night.

Let them go, since we cannot relieve them,
Cannot undo and cannot atone;

God in his mercy receive, forgive them;
Only the new days are our own;
To-day is ours, and to-day alone.

Here are the skies all burnished brightly;
Here is the spent earth all reborn:
Here are the tired limbs springing lightly
Tc face the sun and to share with the
morn
In the chrism of dew and the cool of
dawn.

Every day is a fresh beginning:
Listen, my soul, to the glad refrain,
And spite of old sorrow and older sinning,
And puzzles forecasted and possible pain,
Take heart with the day, and begin

again,
—8usan Coolidge,

Norah McGill.

The ways of a woman,
Solomon sald,

Would puzzle a wise man
Alive or dead;

An' faith! I'm thinkin'
He'd say so still,

If ever he'd met with
Norah MoGlll

The wiles of a woman,
Antony said,

Were past believin'
An’ tter fled;

An’ faith! I'm thinkin’
He'd say so stus,

If ever he'd looked on
Norah MoGill.

The word of a woman,
Malachi said,

Was as easy snapt
As a spider’s thread:

An' faith! I'm thinkin’
He'd say so still,

If ever he'd talked with
.Forah. MeG;lll. .

An’ vet there's nothin’
That can compare
With the blue of her eves,
An' the black of her halr;
An' faith! I'm thinkin’
She likes me still,
The while she's plagulin’ me,
Norah MoGill.
—Temple Bar.

A Fool.

My Lady and I went walking one day,
In tlwl early Autumn, when days grow
CO0lL;
My Lady was beautiful, bright and gay;
And I—well, I was a Fool.

As we stood on a cliff, with the sea below,
There were fleecy clouds in the sky above;
And I—I was only a Fool, you know—
I tried to tell her my love.

I remember, well, that the skies were blue,
Yot the wind from the North came some-

what cool

JAS mﬁy Lady laughed. What else could she

Since I was only a Fool?

And T know, had she acted otherwise,
Left the holy height upon which she was
born,
And :rome down to me—in sudden surprise
My love would have turned to scorn.

Ah ves! I am sure it was better so;
Much better for her that she laughed, un-
moved;
As for me, though still but a Fool, you
know,
I am wiser for having loved.

—Geraldine Meyrick.

Anking for Tears.

Oh, let me come to Thee in this wild way,

Fill'd with a grief that will not sleep, to
pray

Of all Thy treasures, Father, only one,

After which I may say—Thy will be done.

Nay, fear not, Thou, to make my time too
sweet.

I nurse a sorrow—kiss its hands and feet,

Call it all piteous, precious names and try,

Awake at night, to hush its helpless cry.

The sand is at my moaning lip, the glare

Of the uplifted desert fills the air;

My eyes are blind and burning, and the
yvears

Stretch on before me. Therefore, give me

Tears!
—Mrs. Piatt,

Yoice of the Western Wind.

Veice of the western wind!
Thou singest from afar!

Rich with the music of a land
Where all my memories are;

But in thy song I only hear
The echo of a tone

That fell divinely on my ear
In days forever flown.

Star of the Western sky!
Thou beamest from afar,
With luster caught from eyes I knew,
Whose orbs were each a star;
But, oh, those orbs—too wildly bright—
No more eclipse thine own,
And never shali I find the light
Of days forever flown!
—E. C. Stedman,

A Maoarch Bird.

Though blasts of March are’ roaring high,
And clouds run races through the sky,
And weatherrocks are vexed to know
Which way to point the winds that blow, |
And in the snowdrifts on the hill
Winter lies hid in ambush still—

Thou, little bird, with faithful w

Hast staked thaullh ulmn the sp

Hast come, BO 1 of possessed
Winds ruffie but thine outer breast,
Perched on the garden’'s tallest pear,
Because last year thy nest was there,
Thy song is of a quiet tune

Unto the halcyon days of June.

—5t. Nicholas.
A Water Lily.
Radiant and pure as a pearl
The exquisite tals unfold,
And fragrance | frankincense floats
From the bosom of tremulous gold.

Such mystical, innocent beauty,

With subtle-sweet, odorous breath,

Has sprung where the water broods black
Over evil - - ' arkness and death.

—Z. D. Cuderhill, in March Harper.
Insatinte Appetite.

INDIANAPOLIS

BREWING (0.

C. F. Schmidt’s Branch.
P. Lieber’s Branch.
P. Maus’s Branch.

BOCKBEER

Nothing Like It

 aas Dheexn

Nowhere

i this century.

Will yrou find it's egunl.

But from Saturday on all week you will find this unsur.
passable brew on tap at all of our customers.

For Bottled Goods, address or telephone Bottling De-
partment ("Phone 690), or leave orders at the

TONICA 'T'EMPLE

" North Pennsylvania St., Opposite Denison House.
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object to her. It never is to women who
talk loud In cable cars. By and by she
veered around to Maud, who has just come
home from Paris with clothes.

“My!" said the plump girl, “I'm just
crazy to see her and her gowns, Ever
since she wrote me she was coming home
curiosity has fairly devoured me.”

The sour-faced man spoke,

“What a tremendous appetite curlosity
must have!"” said he.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Not Hard.

Roxbury Gazette.
The Master — Is it raining very hard,

Thomas?
The Servant—No, sir; only hallstones, sir.

Entitled to Some Consideration.

Chicago Tribune.
““The officer says you were so drunk that
you couldn't stand up,” said the judge.
“Well, T wasa't tryin’ to, was 1" pleaded
the prisoner.

Probably Not.

Detroit Tribune.

“No,” he muttered, with the next morning
full upon him, *‘I don’t believe the town is
as red as it Is sometimes nted.”

Tottering to the window, he satisfiel him-
self that such was the fact,

No Wonder.

Princeton Tiger.
Tom—That man over there has been quite
successful, I belleve.

Bob—Pgrhaps he takes a great deal of in-
terest in his business.

Tom—Yes, he is a pawnbroker.,
-

A Warning.
New York Herald.
Mr. Lard-Mr. Fresh, you're late this

morning.

Mr, lgrem—Yu. sir; we've got a new baby
at our house.

Mr. Lard—Um—er—well, don't let it occur
azain.

They All Do It.

Adams (Mass.) Freeman.

“Talk of man,” roared the female eman-
cipator, “what has man ever done for wo-

"F;n'nhhed a model for her to imitate™
sald a volce in the rear of the hall, and then
an awful quiet reigned,

“Envel.

Philadelphia North American.
Why did he throw up the sponge,
Who was s0 innocent and younge?

O .t?I because that rticular t
eou?an‘t ng a word to rbyn;’: with blo%:-
ers. That's why. Sad, wasn't {t?

A Modern Romance.

New York Weekly.
Amelia—Swear not by the moon, the In-
moon.

Augustus—Then what shall T swear by?

“Swear by that which you hold lnvalbuzb‘.e;
which is dearer to you than all

things zl.’. something that you cannot live

&m%lm:w! 1 swear it by

, The Priunciple the Same.

Boeton Transcript, i

~ Mrs. Green—1 dop’t see why you should
80 S Just. &
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Most Direct to all Principal Points.

Trains leave Ind olis as follows:
DEPART. EASTERN DIVISION, ARRIVRE
Express
Colnmbus Aet.. .. ... .... ¥
Yennsyivania Special
Rll;hlhoml Ace

incenpes Fxnress
CHICAGO DIVISION,
*1:15am Loulsville & Chicago F, ""'%1 .
*]1:55 pm. .. ..., Louisville & Chicago Fx
'[ll?. thaily, excepl Sunday,
For ticketsan ll!?l ar space, call at No. 48 W,
Washington street, No. Jackson place, Union St~

tion. or
GEO. E. ROCKWELL, . P. A
W

Vandalia Line for Evansville, Ind.

NO TRANSFER.

AdLRIVE
pm
am

Leave Indianapolis Dally-7:30 a. m., 820
a. m., 12:40 noon, 11:3 p. m.

Direct connections made in Terre Haute
Unjen Station with all E. & T. H. traina

Through sleeper on 11:3 . m. train, opea
every night at 830,

Ticket Offices, No. 48 West Washl
street, No, 48 Jackson place, Union
tion. GEO. E ROCK L. D. P. A.
e e e  E—— =)

me she uses her husband's ragor right
for a corn parer, and he never says a
Mr. Green—But don't you know that Mr,
White doesn’t shave, but weairs a full beard?
Mrs. Green—Well, what's the dJdifference?
It's the principle of the thing, you know
as well as 1 do.

The Problem.
Detroit Tribune.

“No,” she proceeded In a harsh, advanced
volee, “you can't come home here at
o'clock in the morning and work off any
your problem stories on me.™

By pressing his hand firmly to his brow,
he was able to formulate the conscious re-
g'rot that he had not been born a few hun-

red years sooner.

A Straight Story.
San Diego Sun.

Dangerous Dick—You tol" me yer father
kopt a clothin® storeé before he died, an'
nowul find out that he was hung for hoss
stealin,

Arizona Abe {lndlznamlr)-l never saild
he kept a clothin® store, sald he was In
tae dothesline when he died. That's what
they hung him with., Understand?

Misunderatood.
Cleveland World.

Miss
llest,




